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FE Mediis Luneintrten rupibus, 


e celo Muſarum deliciis inidoneo, 
e oli tudine, nonniſi arantem fine ambi- 
tione rufticum, & orantem fine Religio- 
ne anachoretam, alliciente, hos tibi qua- 
leſcungue dono verficulos: Tu frontem 
caperatam pone, & vera jocoſe referen- 
tem nol 81 malevold adoriri. Sin 
autem a ſacris miniſterii officiis hujuf- 
modi opuſculum alienum putas, [cias ex 


. mevelim, non ſemper ſeriis animum vacare 


* 


poſſe, ſuis et ſupercilioſos Theologos ali- 
quando jocis indulgere; dumgque alii po- 
culis evacuandis herent, alii ad puella- 
rumgarrulitatemconfugiunt, me, unam 
vel alteram horam ſubcifrouam, laudabi- 
lius verſiculis canendis dedere. Quod 
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ſpeftat argumentum, en paucis integrum. 


Woluit ceteris ordinibus poſtponi Victo- 
rinus, vidit, honores reliquiis datos divi- 
tias dediſſe; quid faciat reliquiisorbatus? 
Ex ove in vicinis agnis paſcente furtim 
evellit oculum: Hunc eſſe Clare virgi- 
nis audacter clamitat. Oſculandum, 
thure fumandum, adorandum exponit. 
At fato quodam infelici eff a fraterculo, 
in ovium anatomid ſat verſuto detecta 


fraudis impietas. Inde in toto Monaſte- 


rio clamor & diſputatio. Poſt nocturnas 


ſollicitudines ſinem litibus imponit Prior. 


Fraudem not diſſimulat, fi quis autem 
ciborum aut poculorum moveret amor, 
divina, ſub auſpiciis Claræ, oculi mira- 


cula, per urbes viculoſgue jactanda, 


aſſerit ; annuit abdomini conſulens ca- 
terva, priſtind virtutis famd gaudet 
domus Victorina, Hodie divitiis affluit. 


Hart premifiſſe ſufficiat. Vale. 
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CANT 0.L 


HERE Paris boaſts her politeScrapes, 
Her Compliments, and perhaps Rapes, 

Where Cordeliers lie daily Drunk, 
And dulneſs groſs commends the Monk 
Where 7eſuits curſe the fatal Day, 
When Jaus'niſts durſt their Frauds diſplay ; 
Where Nuns in doleful Tones lament, 
Alaſs in vain ! their firſt intent. 
Where Sorbonne in its hum-drum Schools, 
Gives Laws to many hundred Fools: 
There at the Foot of Genevieve s Mount, 
A Convent ſtands of great Account, 
Crowded with Monks, from Top to Toe 
Attir'd in Garbs, as white as Snow. 


This Houſe had long been in great Fame, 
'The Zealots long in droves here came 
T' adore Saint Clare's pretended He, 
And largely leave their Charity; 
The feeding Monks perceiv'd the Bliſs, 
Im told, at Meals encreas'd a Diſh; 
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Where'er they came, cry'd up the Saint, 
Yet more the Eye, which paid their Rent. 


_ Muſe now declare the Reaſon why 
Some durſt the Relick quite decry ; 
'To baniſh then theſe Fears, relate 
The Prior's politick Debate. 


As the grand Feaſt approached nigh, 
When Men renew'd their Piety, 

The Veſtry- Monk, whofe Duty 'twas 
To rub and clean the relick Glaſs; 

Who had, fome ſay, drove Sheep of old, 
'To all th' adoring Fathers told, 

He cou'd by ſure Skill juſtify, 

It was nought elſe but a Sheep's Eye: 
Th'embolden'd Speech huge Murmurs rais'd, 
Some blam'd the Monk, him others prais'd, 
One ſwore the monſtrous Shape and Size, 
Was not like that of human Eyes; 

T' other cry'd out a Rope, a Rope, 

For ſuch as dare affront the Pope 

Can God from Heav'n more Truth reveal, 
Than this our Holy Father's Seal ? 

*'T'was time to make their us'al Din, 

To tone their Veſpres or Complin; 

The tinkling Bells bid al} retire, | 
From Jarrs and Tumults, to the Quire : 
Nor ſooner had the murm'ring crowd, 
Howl'd out their Latin Pray'rs atoud, 
Made greater Noiſe, nay ten times more, 
Than Sailors who juſt Spy the Shore; 


All 
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All Ranks flock in with zealous Care, 
Before the Eye, to fay a Pray'r. 

The hungry Prieſt, who lives by Stories 
Of breaden Gods, and Purgatories, 

Begs that all thoſe who next Year dye, 
May leave him Alms to M:/tfy. 

The Hypocrite his crack d Head ſhakes, 
The Beau by Nods, A/Jignments makes; 
The wanton Wench ſmiles from her Fan, 
To tempt th' 4bbe, or whom ſhe can; 
Here Potts, a deſpairing Nun, 

Crys out, ſhe's by raſh Vows undone ; 
There Morris in preciſe Attire, 

Sends forth his earneſt good deſire, 

That this vain World may become wiſer, 
And ceaſe to mock a careful Miſer; 

May know the worth of one ſole Penny, 
And ſend exceſs beyond K/kenny. 

Next Urſiu who was firſt a Quack, 

And then begun his Brains to rack, 
With what might cure the Soul's Diſeaſe, 
The Pope, and the Pretender pleaſe. 
Whom moſt Men ſtile a punning Wit; 
I'd fay a Preacher, was it fit; 

Or if flat Noſes were now wore, 

I'd call him handſome, and much more : 
He. beggs poor Hritons may prove good, 
Eat Bread for Fleſh, drink Wine for Blood; 
May 1oon repent of wicked Deeds, 

- Worſhip Images, mutter Beads. 
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I'll not the Church's Beauties name, 


The Altar, fronted with a Frame, 


Where the labor'ous Nun, had wrought 


For Kiſſes, or we'll ſay, for nought ; 


Croſſes on Croſſes, to excite 

Forgetful Chriſt'ans to do right; 

Of burning Tapers, of French Sacks, 
Which cover'd the dull Status backs; 


Of Incenſe ſmoaking ev'ry where, 


Which none but Pagans can forbear : 
As my ſlumbering Eyes now crave 
Some reſt from rhiming Work to have, 


And thou who doſt this Page peruſe, 


May perhaps all my Rhimes abuſe; - 

I'll here ſuppoſe that all retire, 

With grumbling Looks and fad deſire, 

To know who'll blame, who'll recommend 


The ie, and what will be its End. 


As when a Clown who Jowler keeps, 
And from this Zowler Service reaps, 
Grumbles to hear his Dog diſprais d, 


And longs to hear the Stories rais'd. 
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O W ſleep, by lolling, ſweet repoſe, 
Free'd mortal Minds, from anx'ous Woe, 
The Miſer, and the Politician, 4 
The Lover, and the crack'd Magician, 

Were in a peaceful good Condition: 

The Prior ſole can take no reſt, 

A thouſand Cares diſturb his Breaſt, 

How to appeaſe the Brotherhood, * 
How to preſerve depending Food ; 

If he reveals the Cheat, twill make 

The lib'ral Crowd, their Church forſake; 
If he denies, the wiſer part 

Will ſoon the genuine Truth aſſert, 
Thereby diſgrace Saint Victor's Name, 
And ey'n expoſe himſelf to ſhame; 

Not greater Cares ſeiz d Girard's thought, 
When in Caazere's Embraces caught, 
Nor more a Cap'cin moans his Fate, : 


When now his Beads are out of Date, 
And Men of Senſe, his Nonſenſe hate: 
Not W—, when a Sacrifice, 
To Hawhker's News and Grub-ftreet Lies, 
Nor Chloe when her Lap-dog dy'd, 
Was &er ſo ftrangely mortify'd ; 
No Squire for want of Hounds, no Vicar 
For want of Text, or rather Liquor; 
No Hermit who has loſt his Noſe, 
By fighting with ſome female Foes, | 5 
Experienc'd ſuch incred lous Woes. 
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Am T in vain, at laſt he ſaid, 
Plac'd at this right'ous Convent's Head ? 
Can theſe grey Hairs no Sanct'on give, 
To good or 111? As now I live 
Ii tell them all, 'tis a Sheep's Eye, " 
What then? We may Mankind defy, 
The beſt of Sehemes is Secrecy. 
*Tis thus, the var'ons Orders pleaſe 
Their Friends, themſelves, and lurk at eaſe, 
And what they know is [mpoſit1on, 
Paſſes for ſome divine Tradition. 
Much more than this did he relate, 
When fix had rung, all forc'd to wait 
Till he on that grand ſolemn Feaſt, 
Should ſtand the ſacrificing Prieſt, 
Pow'rfully falt, with Water mix, 
And ſo ſpoil all the Devil's Tricks; 
Make each a God in half an Hour 
To worſhip firſt, then to devour; 
Then ſhould the Saint's or Sheep's dull Eye, 
More than their Bread-God glorify. 


The Prior thus demanded run, 
Whilſ all the Convent full of Fun, 
Derided more the known Impoſture, 
And ſcorn'd to fay one Pater-noſter ; 

If an old Saintly Eve came in 

Before the Eye, t' attone for Sin, 

They cry'd, the Eye had happy luck, 
Happy the Man who did it pluck; 

Or if in Church they were alone, 
They'd oft affect a meymg Tone. 


I can't 
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I can't the Prior's Rage expreſs, 
III leave my Reader here to gueſs 
His frowning Brow, his trembling Pate, 
And all the Oaths he could dictate; 
Thrice he ſhakes his grizled Locks, 
Thrice he repeats his ſtamping Knocks, 
And with an awful hollow Sound, | 
Thus he harrangues the Brethren round. 


Brethren, I who for Heaven's fake 
Have dar'd all earthly Joys forſake, 
Whom Age forbids, as once to fire 
The youthful Wench with lewd Deſire: 
Such Plague as this I never had, 
You'd ſurely make the Devil mad; 
*Tis true, the Eye which we behold: 
Circled around with maſſy Gold, 
Before which, Kings and Beggars fall, 
Is what moſt Men a Sheep's Eye call; 


(Ill neither diſſemble nor deny 


» 
*Tis baſe mong Friends to tell a Lye.) 
But what my zealous Rage provokes, 
You laugh hereat and paſs your Jokes, 
As if this pious fam'ly Notion, 
Did not excite Crowds to Devotion ? 
As iff we could have Meat or Drink 
Were we not at ſuch things to wink ? 
Yon muſt be groſs and melancholly 
T' indulge ſo vain, ſo raſh a Folly. 


See neighb'ring Engliſh Nuns, how they 


Juſtin adore, to Juſtin pray, 
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His rotten Bones, incenſe and bear 

In grand Proceſs on ey'ry Year, 

Tho' he as ſure as I've two Thumbs, 

Was a Rogue in the Catacumbs : 

The Heads of the three Kings of Colleen, 
Areſhewnin Spain, France, Flanders, Holland 
The Croſs of Chriſt is ev'ry where, 

If all was gather'd right, I hear, 0 
This Town could ſcarce it's burden bear. 
Saint Michel's Incenſe, fall'n below, 

Was lately ſhewn at Rome I know; 

Joſeph's e Mary's Smock, 

The pious Aix- men, ne'er did mock: 

All Orders have their ſacred Ware, 

The Carmes cry up their Scapulaire, 

Which tho? a clouty Counterband, 

Protects from IIls by Sea and Land. 

The Jacobins of Ros'ries bragg, 

Which vail no more than my white Shagg ; 
Of Garnet's Straws, the 7eſnits prate, ) 
Tho' Tyburn was his wretched Fate, e 
Plotting to blow up King and State, 

The Fryars, without any Grounds 

Cry up their Holy Founders Wounds, 
For in his Time, I'm well appriz d, 
Both Rogues and Saints were ſtigmatiz d; 
Our Denn:is-Monks are not leſs Bold, 

For many Miles their Saint, I'm told, 
(And you've been ſurely told before) 

In his own Hands his own Head bore. 
What need I of God's Lambs here tell, 
Vhich ey'ry Pilgrim has to ſell? * 
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Of Beads and Tens of diff*rent Kinds, 
Which ſerve t'amuſe bigotted Minds? 
Tis plain our Eye ought not to ſeem 


Leſs undeſerving our Eſteem, 
Nor ought our cunning to be leſs 


Than their's who thus avoid Diſtreſs; 

By our great Victor then I ſwear, 

(By Victor whom J love and fear,) 
Whilſt I trip up to the high Altar, 
Whilſt Foes to Monks deſerve a Halter 
Whilſt Ur/iz grunts on the Faſſe g, 
Swaggers and Feaſts on Becket's Day. 
Whether in Country or in 'Town, 
T'll tell the Zye's long fam'd renown; 
Let then my firſt Example ſhew “ 

Your youthful Steps which way to go, 

Be you like other Monks but fly, 

And learn like them Hypocriſy ; 
Send but a Huguenot a Curſe, 

And ſwear than 7e or Turk he's worſe, 6 
You'l ſoon enrich your ſecret Purſe, 

And ſo by dint of Gold or Pray'r, 


Attack the young encloſed Fair; 


Nay even with ſome private Art, 

You may Act, a bold Qui tiſt's Part: 
In this Caſe Jeſuits imitate, 

And none but old hagg'd Women hate. 


He ſaid; then the fat Procurator, 
Whoſe Bus'neſs is to cheat and cater, 
Prepare good On'on, Soupes, and Wines, 
And ſome will fay, young Concubines; 
| Straight 


„„ 
Straight in the Name of all the reſt, 
Made this following large Proteſt. 


When we don't ſay this Eye's Saint Clare's, 
In all our Preachings and our Pray rs, 
To all the Neighb'rood rich and poor, 
To ev'ry Coquet, Prude and Whore; 
Rome ſhall indulge without clear gain, 
France ne er ſhall talk of Charlemagne; 
Pariſians love the Jeſuits, 

Attornies hate the uſe of Writs, , 
And Dancing-Maſters quit their Kits; 
England ſhall Ale and Beef deteſt, 
Relig'ous Loit'rers prove a Jeſt ; 
Neully no Ratifia ſell, 

Our Popes themſelves ſhall go to Hell : 
At Place Maubar ſtrict Silence be, 
And Speech among Carthus ans free; 
Potatoes cheap on Patrick's Day, 
When I1r:/b Clerks their Homage pay. 
And for a farther Confirmation 

Ey'n this ſhall be our laſt Vexation ; 


No more pure Nuns in blooming Age, 
Shall our relig aus Luſt aſſuage. 
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